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They slide upon a slippery ground indeed.

Darnley.    The pledge is mine, not theirs ; you have

my word ;

No warrant of their giving, but of me ;
What ails you to go yet in fear of them ?

Queen.   Alas, I know not whom I need yet fear.
What men were they who helped you to this deed ?
Yet it avails not me to know.    I think
The fierce first root of violence was not set
Of you nor of your uncles, though I know
They of your mother's kinship love me not;
But though their hearts, albeit one blood with yours,
Be bitter toward me, yet being of your blood
I would fain think them not so hard; and yet
It was no gentle sight I had of them,
Nor usage; I can see their eyes burn still,
And their brows meet against me.    Such a sight
Again might wind all suffering up in me
And give it full release.

Dcu-nley.                  -     It was their plot;

That is, for love of me they felt the offence
Eat at their hearts ; I did not set them on j
But wrath and shame's suspicion for my sake
Edged and envenomed ; then your policies too,
And injuries done the popular weal, the state
So far mishandled ; this was all men's ta'k,
Mine uncle's chiefly, Ruthven's, and his word
Was hot in the ear of Maitland and Argyle,
Showing the wrong done and the further fear,
More wide in issue and large in likelihood